
THE SUNDAY ST.VR. WASHINGTON, D. C., MARCH 


1918—PART 4. 



By McDonnell bodkin 



A T 2 o'clock prerise!}- on that 
sweltering l-’Ili nr August. 
Eric Neville, voung. handsome, 
bebonair. sauntered through 
the glass door down the wrouKht-lron 
staircase into the beautiful, old-fash¬ 
ioned garden of Berkley Manor. 

When Erie's trim, tun boot left the 
last step of the iron staircase it rr o-t - 
ed the broad graveled walk of the 
■marie-' Fifty yards off. the head gar¬ 
dener wn: tending his peafhes. the 
■moke from las pi!"- hanging like a 
faint blue haze j., the still air that 
■eerreil to quiver with the heat. Eric, 
as he reached him. held ont a peti¬ 
tionary hand, to-* lazy to speak 
Without a word the gardener stretch¬ 
ed for a huge peach that was striving 
to hide its Ted face from the sun un¬ 
der a narrow ribbed leaf, plucked It ns 
though he loved it. at 1 put it softly 
in the young man's hind 
Rang ' 

The sudden she k of - und close to 
th«lr t .is wrenched the nerves of the 
two men. or, «1m rr . ! |). <> nr..I 

th© of' i P hi- | » J 1 ’ s! .ir< 1 ..‘ ri .r 

th©‘ • »• tit tc n; • * 

•‘Look t!.* r.* ‘ -y ! 

den©r i'v ;t .t • »o 
arm ' • 

•Dr lost dire ! I' - <»v©r tn* ■! •' ■ 

tho pungent sj - *>f »M> , iV ■*' 

iUt’.r frit tn :».<• I 't ii.r 
•Sty urn d'V room.” y isped I>l r “I 
left him only a v merit -um fa*t asleep 
on the »pf» " 

He turned .»*« Mpolce. and ran .nl^nc 
the garden walk. 'ip »'.*• D-r, M'l-' 
and buck through tin- glass do r 
the house, the old gardener fr.iiou mg 
as swiftly as his rheumatism wool i 
low 

Eric cross, d tl • sitting room on 
which the glass .'..or opened went up 
the broad carp- td staircase ir 

steps m a time, turned -t >ri' •< ’he 
right down h br«*ad «‘ ,, rr I- •• :•.*• ! h-jt*-* 
oimlght through th* » ‘ ’ x 'F"' * 

WlcleV 5tud) 

Knot :»* ho bad .-©m© M-.off w ,* an¬ 
other h* for. lit \ ’.i ’ - r fi-ur©. 
dressed :• lurht twi©<!. xv.*- » • • 
over the sofa « hm t f* " ' ;rw. !*•- 
for© Erie » . 1 e* • v. w* 1 © r 

Eric r< v Po^Mt«l th© broad back and 
brown h.i.r • • 

'Mohr,.' h** • rlr-i •\Tohrt. wi. i' i** 

Hi© ©ouwin turtifl ’•< • im 1 *' u■‘l-**” *• 
face. gha*tlj p..l© *v. !i the 

lip* 

••Eric, my box he •• "©red mU't- 
tng!>\ "this I- tor. BWf'll. in,;.' has 
been murder.?d—shot >t©n© dead '* 

*?in, no. It cannot h«- It'.*- »■ • t five 

Vlnutex since I raw him quietly al©©p- 

tag," Eric begat- Then his eyes fell 

on the •till figure on the s-*fa, and he 
broke off abruptly. 

Squire Neville lay with hi* face to 
tbe wait, only the outline of hi* etrong 
features visible The chare© ©f sh. t 
ha,] entered .it the has- **t the si.a 
the gray hair was all dabbled with 
blood, end the heavy, warm drops 
•til! fell slowly on f the irpct. 

"But who run h«v» • carp¬ 

ed out, almost npeerhless with horror. 

"It must have l«*-©n h»H own cun." h s 
eou*:n answer*.! -It was lying tl.er,- 
on the table » the rich* bared >■ \. 
•mokii c, when I . ..tt p in ' 

"It wasn’t ruh'ifir — w.i It’.*’* asked 
Eric, in a frichret..-*! whisper 
•Quite Impcspib!*-. I ?h.»u!d - ,y. you 

■ee w 1 * re he is hit” 

"But tt was bo sudden 1 ran the mo¬ 
ment I heard th» shot, • t von w ere 
before me Hid you **■•• any on. 

"Not u soul The room wa empty.'* 
"Btif how could the murderer es- 
eap** ?•* 

"Perhaps he leap*-d rhro.jch th** win¬ 
dow. It uaii off when I - ..me in." 

•He COQldn't <! . •» tl M • I- r r: ” 
It was the voice of the *r,ir«|ener at 
the door ".Me and Master Eric was 
right under the window when tha shot 
etmt." 

“ Then how* did he dl. appear. Simp- 

•or. 

"It's not for me to say. sir." 

John Neville searched th»* r‘.'*m with 
eatrer eyes. Th«*r w - : . \. r 

larce en>» sh f a ra* \ -»:i » 

cits* In the r-.rn.-r v. 
claim to be < ,11. .1 - • T 

leather-covered .u wi • 

corj*,* !iiy, .* : . 1., 

tht center 

Chair com t ** * * *1 t».. f 1 • - * > 

dUS*. la-, thi lit r • . vry .i,y • . • .. 

BUnaUtt.v r•.**! :ts .1 hr <..>! ;.r 1 

•cross the room 

“Com.. Eric," J..hn s.ml. ftly. n 

can rio til. gtJO'l here ’ 

“We had Pest look r.i’in 1 flr-i-. hadn’t 
we. for some clue-’ ■■ k..! Eru und 
he etretched his h-.ntl toward the cun. 
but John Hopped him. 

“No. no." hr cried hnn-lly. “we mart 
leave things Just as we find them. I’ll 
Mad a man to the village t"r Wardle 
and telegraph to Londnn for a d. - 
toctlve " 

H" drew his young cousin g'ntly 


from the room, lurked the door on the 
outslil'.. anti put the key in his pocket. 

T.i whom shall I wir-’.'" John Neville 
railed from his .!• sk with pencil poisetl 
over tin* paper, in his cousin, who sat 
■ it th. library tal-Io with his head 
burietl in his hands. “It will need a 
sharp man— one who can give his whole 

lime 1.1 it." 

’ I don't know anv one. Yes. I do. 
That f-'llow with the queer name that 
found th*- rhike of .outhern's opal—- 
po rk That's it. Thornton Crescent. 
\Y. r. will And him.'* 

shrewd, silent man was Wardle. 
the I . al ronstahle. who now came 
briskly up the brood avenue; strong 
and active, too, though well over fifty 
years of age 

J. hn Neville met him at the door 
with the nows. Put the groom had 
already told of the murder 

"You dill the rich! tiling to lork the 
door, nr.'' sit it! Ward'e. as they passed 
into the library, where Eric still sat ar- 
farently unrorisrious of their presence, 
"and \ou wired for a right good man 
I'v. worked with this here Mr. Berk 
: eCori now V pleasant spoken man 
mi a lib kv one. 'No hurry. Mr. War- 
11'»- ' Mi\s to me. 'and no fuss. Stir 

nothing th" tilings about the corps* 
have alwi.vs a story of their own If 
II . V nr. let tell it. and 1 always like 
I. t,.no the t.rst quiet little chat with 
them myself.'" 

s. ill- . .tistable held his tongue ami 
, t h.s hands quiet and used his eyes 
• While the great house buzzed 

i Tin r" was a whisper here 
. -;•* r there, nr.d the whispers 

,t I -I mrelv. s Into a story. By 
dark suspicion settled 
.. closed like a cloud round 

John Neville. 

Ii influence seemed to pass in some 
tr.tr • fashion through the closed 
. r- of the librarv John began pac- 
ir.g the ru'.rn rcstl.-saly. 

\fior a little while the big room wss 
; 1 ...i .q.-h In hold his Impatience, 

j: ■■ ...- -. l out aimlessly, ns It 

Mimed, from one room to another: 

■ a .. w n Mu* Iron steps to gaze va- 
. ,:111} r t the w indow of his uncle's 
r.."T* tie'v past the locked door in the 
I r.n.I rorridor. 

I . fi.r a walk- In the grounds, 
j; f., sal.l "This waiting and 

w.i'.l. and doing nothing Is killing 

w . 1 .. f stand tt much longer." 

"I ; r.iMu r t. .t. if you don't mind." 
lire '• -were.! wear.ly: "I feel com- 
pletely bowled over." 

"\\ . II. 1 am iff John said. 

"If .. I ill leave b.e the key. T will 
g t t.1 the detective. If he eomes " 

• . , nr: .* be here before mid- 

i t. ied l 'i t.e back tn an hour." 

\* .' .be N. \ walked rapidly down 
th. . "lie Without looking hack. 
V. .. -tipped quietly after, keeping 
1 in w .11 tn view 

IT- - i** v Neville turned abruptly In 
be the woods, the constable still 
following cautiously. The trees stood 
tall .11 1 well apart, and the slanting 
sun- ’'nio made lanes of vivid green 
•hroiigh the shad" As Wardle crossed 
between Neville and the sun his shadow 
fell h.ng .' .I black on the bright green 
John Neville saw- the shadow move 
In front • f !:!m and turned sharp round 
and fa.ed his pursuer 

"Well. Ward:.. what Is It" Don't 
st.io.d tlu re Ilk*- a find fingering your 
baton* Speak out. man—what do you 
want of me"" 

"V. ■ ...... i w- It l«. Master John." the 

eonst i Ids s’uinnn red out. "I don't he- 
li*''.'" it ti.> -elf But duly Is duty, and 
1 mus*. go through w th it and facts is 
filets, and you find he had words last 
. 'ehf. 'd Ma-dyr Erie found you first 
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was 

r*. al<us» tl ,!<•:;*! father In th** non* 
pro-•nr*', c.,’. ’l: him vru*! an,I t reach- 
«>iv*uy and ;iJI thn*. I’oor Eric had oft, n 
hard time of It. Undo was liberal to 
him far as money went—as liberal 

h. s he was to me—hail him live at tho 
Manor and denied him nothin*?. But 
r '-w and a*,*ain he would nilnic the poor 
lad by a i«i!,«ionat“ cursn- or a bitter 

fieer. Tn splto of all, Eric s* emed fond 
•>f him." 

"To cf.me now te tho murder: you saw 
vour undo r.o more that night, I sup* 
pnM T" 

"I never -aw him alive :«train." 

••IV» you know what he did next day?" 
”'*nly by hearsay." 

"Il'-arsay evidence i- nftrn flrst-nlsrv 
cvid- r •*•. thouxh the law doesn't think 
»i-». Wli;.t did > ou hrarf* 

"V.” uni!» w.i.-. n 1 ab'-ut -hnotlnff. 
I»id I tell you hir quarrel with Col. 
l*-yt-ui war «bout »lie s!i«»r.tln*r? He 

- i i gr m • n :.fH • b »ut twelve 

m:!*.; from here, r.nd he newr missed 
ti-** first -i • ii*» w.i* r rr it rock-shout 
wit’i Th * head iramr kveper. Ta,*nn,-x I 
was to ! avr - or.*' with him. but I didn’t. 

• < - -ju: 0>:ir.;r.,ry to bis ■ u«iom. h** 

• m ie l..»ok about i-*on an** went 

• might Ms study. I was writing tn 
..y own room and heard his heavy st* p 

; tl d - ter t Brio foui «i 
hirr nrl.*op on *he great leather couch 

• * s srudy. l*l\e minutes after Krlo 
Nr* l h«nrd the shot and rush* d Into 

l». l you examine the room after you 
f. .rid hi* 1 - dy*~ 

"No. Erl,- wanted to. hut I thought It 
b* * 1 er no* I dimply locked th** door 

• <i j it the key In my pocket till you 

’*!!.» 1 you.- uncle ar y enemies that 

"The ;i« r*. I.alwl 1 In- H* 1 was r**- 

i. *.tii. wish tr.'-ni A f*-’low « nre nh*>t 

hlri . :• I m> u? • •• >! • t bark and 
all,-‘‘'it the m.m*K I'ir He had him 
•*:l *<• ; h '-pit -! • *id <*ured :u d 

• • *. j - • it. d 1»:ri away, lie 

r'.-*;t« ai f r two y,*nr».' 

‘ Th* »i j ihlr.k a her murdered 

• i u.-n sei* he could. I 

*•'. as In i*i v own room *-n t!,-• same cor- 
r d-.r Tin* •nly way to *r from qiy 
.M.-b's r-'-ni war- past my door I 
I ish'd out lire instant I hoard the shot. 

• •'id >au n«. <>rie, and Eric tells mo that 
• •• and Hi.* gar,l*-ner wei e in the garden 
. Im .st under the window nt t!ie time." 

"I'm bound to say, Mr Neville, that 

• sing., b.ok very black against yon as 


:r:c. Ho used 
In the pon'i, 
! and t reach- 



m:\iu.k ti n\i;n i\ imo\g the tvonns. thi: 

» <»>>T\BLE f ol l ow INt. t % 1 'TVOI M.Y. 


.*"hn Neville listened, bewildered at 
t'r~r Then >-;<M-ruy, as i» seemed to 
""It on 1;iM 1 f«.r th*- first time that he 
eoij. l 1 *• -u-p»-*'te,l of This mur*1er, he 
kindled a sudden hot blase of anger. 

• c '* passion appeared t** sweep 
1 v as r:l> as It ,*r**s* The han*i- 

sotr;e {.>,*• cl,-are<! an.J there was no tra*e 
*»f ang*r ir. ttie frank vote,, that an¬ 
swered: "Y, u nre right. Wardle, quite 
right. What 1* m be done next? Am I 
to eonst-ler myself un*ter arrest?" 

"Ibtter not. sir You’ve got thlrcs to 
do a prisoner couldn't do handy, and I 
don’t want to stand In the way of your 

• *ir:tr them If '-*u give me your word 
It wll! be enough." 

w - '' 

"Ivrh.;ps vn-i , i! letter be getting back 
to th* hous*-. sir There’s a deal of talV- 
Intr p'tir.g '•*! among thn servants MI 

• . out of th. w iv. and ro one will be 
i* wi . * for anything that I.as passed 

' 1 ’ ’ rivei 

•»**'- trt "*••’■* .Tohf Neville ;* r d 

' i ,} *d up p.i ahurply that th** horse's 

th.t k-H.-r rnir*. w* ■* up to »Nr>t ha«! 
'• • • • ’ it ■ th ‘i»* .Inv-r. lp'*e^*f 

• •’ • r - light'v t i n could have b. en 
« \*.. i* * fr <r hi* fleure. 

*Tr T. > r i|... t 11 re *U me” My rame 
Is I’..-. - Vr 1 *:ii.l Becy " 

’ Mr H«« k* Whv. T thoughr you couldn't 
T> »- 1 > re midnight " 

"Speclul train.*• Mr TieeV anmrrTed 
rT>-•«r»pf1v "Vmir wire said 'Expense 
no ohjeef • WeH. time !s nn ohjee?. and 
eomferf |« nr nhlee* *oev. more or lens. !n 
all th»-MP rr.vrw *r> t took n sp«*!a1 train, 
and h- re T am. With your permission, 
w- win send the trap on and walk to the 


house together. This seems a bad busi¬ 
ness, Mr. Neville. >‘h* t dead, th* *!ri\*-r 
tells me Any one susp. *t»d ” 

"I’m suspected.” Th** answer broke 
from John Nev1lI**’M lips almost fiercely 
Mr Be* k loe.ked at h'm f<-r i n 1'iute 
with placid curiosity. w:t!-.**ut a t. ai. 
surprise hi it 

"How do you know that"" 

"Wardle. The h. ;.l ror.«taMe. Jtisl 

told me so 1*. my f.». • It was **r.lv »•: 
way of a special f.»\c*r l.e r* 'r iir.rel froni 
arresting me th,n ard there." 

Mr B*. k walked or. b* -*.<!• John Neville 
ten or fifteen * ••*< •* Nefo r , ' ,-j. V.. ag:*'*.. 

"I»o you mind." 1 • * - r » very in¬ 
sinuating vote*- "t.-iimg *r-* exact’y 
why you ar» suspected? Whii* did y,.ii 
quarrel with your ur.< 1e at»out yester¬ 
day?" 

"I didn't quarrel with him lie bar¬ 
reled with me. It was Th**re 

was a hit’er feud b* * r.‘ • r. 

arid his neighbor, f ' • Th es¬ 

tates adjoin, and fh»* quarrel wa* about 
some shooting. My u r " b w is very vio¬ 
lent: be used to • .11 I’.yton *n 

common poacher* We'! If- -l r * Kind 
in the r**w I w » * »• r ‘v . I 

met the colonel for t' •• Or* • Ur: “ : ft**** 
it. for I » ne*v rr v un» ? - 1 *h** v • 
end of t!..* * - But * - b * • i ..*• 
to me. in the kird**** *. .*V r«a « *i 
why vou and 1 sliotild * • ;so t«. 1 <• 
frle* f\%, John,' lie - Id 
"Th- cote n. 1. >. : e t *. r .. j- q 

dlj‘tIngU'-rh..d himse lf : a J 7- n en- 
car* m. nts. .and In, YN ’ • •>.... 

I.ticy '•«'*■ showed I* **» n-.- !.u**v '« 

hlj« onlv daughter r»n*i l*e Is •!• v* t«*o 
her. Well, .f’^r »ha\ <f en<:- *. t». 
colonel and I k*o* g«.od ••t**-.j- * * 
I liked birr, and T Itk.--' l-- in:- «h- -e 
and all that Hu' **ur f-i.-**d > ■.*u- 
ge-ed my uncle I had b,*.*n g mg to 
the Grange pretty oft.-n of !*,• rd my 
uncle heard ,-f If. He spoke rr- !n a 
very r»»ugh f.ivhion <.f * *• I. r**-vt -n and 
hit daughter at dim.* r l.vf r - •. r.r.d I 
stood up for them. 
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"»!••• 1 : • »r ur le and your cousin they stand. I think that Constable 

Bnc. hit it off"* Wardle ought to have arrested you.” 

"N*»' ^ well He hated Eric's father "It's not too late yet." John Neville 
—hi;* own youngest brother—and he answered, shortly. ”1 MC him there at 


the corner of the house and I ll tell him 
you said so." 

He turned on his heel, when Mr. 
Beck called quickly after him: 

"What about that key?" 

John Neville handed it to him with¬ 
out a word. The detective took it as 
silently and walked on to the entrance 
and up the great stone steps alone, 
whistling softly. 

Eric welcomed him at the door, for 
the driver had told of his coming. 

"You have had no dinner, Mr. Beck.’ 
he asked, courteously 

"Business first; pleasure afterward. 
I had a bite on the train. May I see 
the gamekeeper, Lennox, for five min¬ 
utes alone?” 

"Certainly. I’ll send him to you in a 
moment here in the library." 

Eennox. the gamekeeper, a long- 
limbed. high-shouldered, elderly man. 
shambled shyly into the room, con¬ 
sumed by nervousness in the presence 
of a Eondon detective. 

"Sit down. Lennox—sit down." said 
Mr. Beck, kindly. The very sound of 
his voice, homely and good natured. 
put the man at his easr. "Now. tell 
me. why did you come home so soon 
from the grouse this morning." 

"Well, you see. sir. it was this ways. 
We were two hours hout when the 
squire, 'e says to me. *Eennox.’ 'e says. 
‘I’m sick of this fooling. I'm going 
*ome.* 

"Well, you see. it wa* scorching hot 
for one thing, but that wasn’t It. for 
the infernal fire would not stop the 
squire if he was on for sport. But he 
was In a blazing temper all the morn¬ 
ing. and temper tells more than most 
anything on a man’s shooting. When 
Flora sprung a pack—she's ii young 
dog. and the fault wasn’t hers, either 
—for she came down the wind on them 

but the squire had the pud to bin 
shoulder to shoot her. Five minutes 
after -she found another park and set 
like a stone. They got up as big as 
haycocks and as lazy as crows, and he 
missed right and left—never touched a 
feather—a thing I haven't seen him do 
since 1 was a boy. 

•••Its myself I should shoot, not the 
dog.’ he growled, and he flung me the 
gun to load. When I’d got the raps 
>.n and had shaken the powder Into the 
nipples, he ripped out an oath that 
Vd have no more of it. ’E walked 
right across country to where the trap 
was The birds got up under his feet. 
Nut divi! a shot he’d fire, but drove 
straight 'omc. 

"When we got to the ’ouse 1 wanted 
to take the gun and fire it off. or draw 
the charges. But ’«* told me to go to 

-—. and carried it up loaded as It was 

to his study, where tio one goes unb-s* 
they're s*-n’t f«*r special. It was better 
than an hour afterward 1 heard the 
report of the ‘Manton.’ I d know it in a 
thousand. I ran for th* study as fast 
as-” 

Eric Neville brake suddenly into the 
room, flushed and excited. 

-Mr Beck." he cried, "n monstrous 
thing has happened Wardle. the lor;,I 
constable, you know, lias arrested rny 
cousin on a charge of wilful murder 
of my uncle." 

Mr Berk, with his eyes intent on he 
excited face, waved his big hand sooth¬ 
ingly. 

"Easy.” he said, "take it easy. Mr. 
Neville. It's hurtful t*. your feelings, 
no doubt, but it cannot b*‘ helped. The 
constable has done no more than his 
duty. The evidence Is very strong, as 
you know, and in such cases it's best 
for nil parties to proceed regularly. 

"You can go." he went on. speaking 
to Lennox, who sto$d dumfounded at 
th.* news *«f John Neville’s arrest, star¬ 
ing with eyes and mouth wide open. 

Then, turning again very quP-tlv to 
Kris: "Now. Mr. Neville. I would like 
to s**c the room where th*- corpse Is. 

”1 know you will kindly humor m,- 
Mr N**ville." he said, "bur 1 find that 
l can look closer and think clear* r 
when I'm by myself I’m not exactly 
sh; . you know, but it’s n habit 1 
have." 

He closed * he door softlv as h« 
«;»oke. and locked it on the inside, 
leaving the ke\ in the lo-'k. 

one glance at the corns© showed him 
'hat it was not suicide. In this, a* 
lens?. John Neville had spoken the 
truth. 

The detective walked to the tab's 
where the gun. n handsome, old-fash¬ 
ioned muzzle-loH'ler. lay. the muzzle 
.-till pointed at the corpse. But his nt- 
♦ er.tlo'* was diverted by a water bottle, 
a great globe of clear glas quite full, 
and perched on a hook .t little distance 
from the gun. ard between it and the 
window He took it from the table and 
tested the water with the tip *'f h.s 

- • 

boiled taste, hut he detected to foreign 
flavor in it. Though the room was f’.l! 
of dust there was almost none **n the 
*-<*\. r • f the bonk wh**r© the water bot¬ 
tle stood, and Mr. Beck noticed a gap in 
... : . if fron 

where the hook had beer, taken. 

sfrer 1 qu'-'k g’..i t..-e a round the r.< m 
Mr Beck walked t•» the window. <*•• a 
:• a' 1 tabic tb**r© he found a clear circle 
.n the thick dust fitted the round 

bottom of Hi© water **•••'t> to tht- dr* Je 
and it evened ii oxarct,;. While he 
stood bv the window !u* caught sight 
of some small scraps of paper crum¬ 
bled up and thrown Into a corner. Firk¬ 
in* them up and smoothing them out he 
found they were curiously drilled with 
little burnt holes. Having examined the 
holes minutely with his magnifying 
glass, he slipped these scraps folded on 
each other Into his waistcoat pocket. 

From the window he went back to 
the gun This time h»* examined it with 
the minutest car©. The right barrel he 
found had been recently discharged, the 


left was still loariffd- Jh T n a 

startling dicover}-. Both barrelsi » 
on half rock. The little ‘■riKht copper 
rap twinkled on the nipple of the left 
barrel, from the right nipple the cal 

W ?low°had the murderer fired ,he rlrM 

barrel without a rap’ How and wh> 
did he find time In the midst of ni. 
.lead!}- work to put the cock back to 

“S'Mr. Deck aolved this problem' 
The grim smile deepened on his lips a. 
he looked, and there was an UK y 
In his eyes that hode.l 111 for the un 
known assassin. Finally be .arrled tl - 
cun to the window and examined 
carefully through a magnifying glue' 
There was a thin dark line, as if traced 
with the point of a red-h..i needle, run¬ 
ning a little way along the wood of the 
stork and ending In the right nipple. 

Mr. Beck put the gun back quietly 
on the table. The whole Investigation 
had not taken ten minutes lie gave one 
loos a, the still figure on the much, 
unlocked the door, locking it after him. 
and walked out through the rorridor 
the same cheerful, imperturbable Mr. 
Berk that had walked into tt ten min- 
ut cm before. 

II© found Eric awaiting him at the 
head of th© stairs "Well?" he said 
when he saw the* detective. 

• Well." replied Mr. Beck, ignoring the 
interrogation in his voice, "when is the 
inquest to be? That's the next thing ?•* 
be 'bought oft :he sooner the better" 
•Tomorrow if you wish. My cous;n 
John sent a messenger to Mr Morgan, 
the coroner. He lives only five miles 
away, and he promised to be here at 1-* 
o’clock tomorrow " 

"That's right, that’s all right." said 
Mr Beck, rubbing his hands; "the 
sooner and the quieter we get those 
preliminaries over the better." 

”1 have just sent to engage the local 
soli itor on behalf r*f my cousin. He's 
t *.? particularly bright. I'm afraid, but 
he's the best to be had **n a short no¬ 
tice." 

"Very proper and thoughtful on your 
part—very thoughtful, indeed. But so¬ 
licitors cannot do much In such cases 
It's the evidence we have to go by, and 
the evidence is only too plain. I’m 
afraid Now. if you please.” he went on 
more briskly, dismissing the disagree¬ 
able subject, a* it were, with a wnve <.f 
his big hand. "I'd he very glad of that 
Supper you spoke about." 

Th«- Inquest was held at half-past 1” 
next day itt the library. 

The coroner, a large, red-faced man. 
with a very affable manner, went to his 
work promptly. 

The jury "Viewed the body" steadily, 
stolidly, with a kind of morose del© - 
ta'ion in th© crini spectacle. 

In some unaccountable way. Mr. Beck 
constituted himself a masi* r of cere¬ 
monies 

"You had best take the gun down," 
he said to the coroner as they were 
leaving the room. 

"Certainly, certainly.” replied the 
coroner. 

And the water bottle." added Mr 
Be«k 

"There is no suspicion of poison. J« 

t her.* r* 

•It'.- best not to take anything for 
granted." replied Mr. Beck senten- 
tiouMly. 

"By all means if you think so." re- 
plied the obsequious coroner "Con¬ 
stable. take that water bottle down 
with you.” 

The jury had Just returned from 
viewing the* body when the crunch of 
wheels and hoofs was heard on th© 
gravel of the drive, and a two-hore© 
phaeton pulled up at the entrance 

A moment later th* re came mtn the 
room a handsome, soldier-like man. 
with a girl clinging to his arm. whom 
ii© supported with tender, protecting 
fondness that whs very touching. 

No need to tell Mr Beck that here 
weic <’ol. Peyton and his daughter Ho 
a\\ th** look ahy. piteous, loving - 
Hint th- girl ga\- John .Wvtlh* as sh© 
passed close to th© table where he sat 
with his head buried In his hand-. 

The gardener th- gamekeeper, a'd 
the butler were briefly examined by th© 
coroner, and rather clumsily cross- 
examined by Mr Waggles, the solicitor 
whom Eric hud thoughtfully secured 
for his cousin’s defense. 

As the case against John Neville 
gradually darkened into grim certainty, 
th© girl In th** far corner of th© ro.-tu 
gre-v white as a lily, and would have 
lollon but for her father’s support. 

"Poes Mr John Neville offer himself 
for examination?" said the coroner. .- 
h© fin shed writing the la*1 words **f 
the butler's deposition desoibing th*- 
quarrel >•( th** night before 

No. sir said Mr Waggles. "I ap- 
pc..r (?r Mr. John Neville, the accus' d, 
and w • reserve our defense " 

"Erl- Neville ' called out th© -oron* r 
This the last witness. 1 think." 

Erie stepped i" from of th* :ibt** 
and took th© Bible in his hand. 11- 
wa* pale, but quiet ami composed. • d 
•h-r© was nn unaffe* fed grief *u tl 
look of h?- dark eyes and ir the ton* 
of his soft vop © that touched ©\ ery 
heart—except one. 

lie told his story shortly and « >arl? 

It was quit© plain that lie was most 
anxious to shield his c«*usin. But in 
spite of th:s. perhaps because »*f th! 
the evidence went horribly against 
John Neville. 

With manifest reluctance he described 
the quarrel at dinner the night be¬ 
fore. 

"Was your cousin very angry?” the 
coroner asked. 

"He would not be human If he were 
not angry at the language used." 

"Did he say to your uncle: ‘Well. 


you will not live foreverT" 

In an almost audible whisper cam 
th© word!*: "He did" 

"I’m sorry to pain you. hut I mvt 
do my duty. When you heard the shot 
you r«vn straight to your uncle's room, 
about fifty yards. 1 believe?” 

"About that." 

"Whom did you find there bending 
over the dead man”*' 

"My cousin. I am bound to say be 
appeared in the deepest grief." 

"But you saw no one else”** 

"No” 

"Your cousin is. T believe, the hair 
to Squire Neville's property, the owner 
i should say now?" 

“I believe nn " 

"That will d©: you msv sit down.” 
There was a long, deep drawing In 
of breath Th© suspense seemed over, 
hut not the excitement. 

Mr Beck rose as Eric turned from 
th© table, quite as a matter of course, 
to question bun. 

"You snv you believe vour cousin was 
your ancle’s heir-—don't you know It?” 

"I know it. of course " 

"And if John Neville is hsngvd. you 
will bo the owner? 

Every one was startled at tho frank 
brutality of the ques'ion so blandly 
asked. Mr. Waggles bobbed up and 
down excitedly; but Eric answered, 
calmly as ever 

"That's very I’oarsely and cruelly pat.** 

"But It's true”'' 

"Yes. it's true.” 

"We will puss from that When ytm 
mm© into the room after th© murder, 

did you examine the gun”" 

"1 stretched out my hand to take it. bat 
my cousin stopped me l must be allowed 
lo add that I believe he was actuated, aa 
h© «qild. by a desire to keep everything In 
Hi© room untouched. He locked the door 
• nd carried off the key. 1 was not in tha 
room ufterward " 

"IPd you look closely at th© RunT** 

"Not particularly ‘ 

"lbd you notice that both barrels were 
at half cock?" 

"No " 

"1»:<1 you notice that there was no cap 
on the mppl© of the right barrel that had 
Just been tired *" 

“Certainly not." 

"l>id you notice a little burnt line traced 
a short distance on the* wood stock toward 
th© right nipple?" 

"No." 

Mr. Beck put the gun into his hand. 
"Look cloae. !k> you notice It now?" 

"1 see It now for the first time " 

"You cannot account for It. 1 suppose?" 

"No." 

All present followed this strange, and 
apparently purposeless cross-examination 
with breath leas interest, groping vainly 
for it* meaning. 

Th© answers were given calmly and 
clearflj but those that looked closely biv 
that Eric's nether Up quivered, and it 
w.is only b> .i strong effort of will that 
lie held his calmness. 

AY© will pass from that.” said Mr. 
Beck avMln "When you went into your 
uncle’s mom before th© snot why did 
you take ;* book from the shelf and 
put it on the table?" 

"I r«*n!l> cannot remember anything 
about It.” 

"Why did you tak© tho water bottle 
from the window and stand it on tha 
book?" 

"1 wanted a drink." 

"But there waa none of the watar 

drunk " 

"Then 1 suppose It was to taka it out 
of tb© strong sun " 

"Hut you set it In the strong sun ou 
the table?" 

"Really 1 cannot remember those 
trivialities” His self-control waa 
breaking down at last. 

'Then we will j*a>- from flint.” said 
Mr Beck a thli *1 lime. 

11© took th© iitU© scraps «*f paper 
with the burnt holes through them 
from his v.i.-icont p*« ket and handed 
lh©(© to tli© 


"| .** you know anj thing about 
tli eg© ”** 

There w,»« a pause of a second Erie's 
lip** lightened as If *.vlt!i a sudden 
.-pa«m «*f pain But the answer cam 


lips tightened as if *viih a sudden 
spasm of pain. But the answer cam 
clearl> enough 
"Nothing whatever” 

"I»o you -ver amuse yourself will^ • 
burning glass”" 

Every ©ye In court was turned on 
Eric a fac© and fixed there 

Ml color had fled from bjs cheeka 
and lips, bis mouth had fallen open, 
and be .-fared at Mr. Beck with eyea 
of abject terror. 

Mi Beck went on remorselessly. "Did 
%*.u e\©r emus© yourself with u burn 


like this 
:*la r”’ 


water bottla 
upit.il burning 


ihut i burning class 
: ••for© n-*w to touch off 


Tit © u a vol©© broke from Krlc a? last. 
.1« I? i.MTUi! ilk defiance of his will 
,i vuii • ur.hi: * bis «• a u—!*»ud. harsh 
hardly artlcul. * . .-uch a voice might 
hav • been h©:ud in the torture ©ham 
her 'ii th© • M d.iv** when th© strain on 
the lack grew unbearable. 

"You devilish bloodhound'” he 
shouted. "Cura* you. curse you. you 
have caught mv! 1 confess it—I was 
the murderer*” He fell on th© ground 
In a fit. 

"And you make the aun your accom 
plice!” remarked Mr. Beck as placid aa 
ever. 
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T HE boss ©ailed up 
curtetlon 
"For gracious > 
you going to hi 
lil?' he said ••Here it U 
no copy in alght yet 
going to send .e any 
tell me and I I fii .i. v 
fresh not©e on th- ’He 
the Yazoo Beet I© 

"But there :- noil \k • 
eer\ei pleaded "Noth 
perird k!i Week 
"What, you don't r • 
tailor hasn t threaten!"! 
thing like that th© Br 
"Absolutely not him.* 
d#rJared. "I.tf- l- • 

dolef..! a !f r 
ripple ary \vI - *.n ti.- 

“You're downright I, 

shouted "V *.v ai 

there are k* <r». • all «r 

bet 

■first I •.«* ;»©•>• - y i rr. 
down tow . • . • . w 

"Well, you huv- • g-v. 
he does N * \* .,r. • .t 

The ubsr-ver w* • forth 
H\c n * 


mm 




1 




1 * . druirgisU It .dway t .. . 

him lie v\ 

lagton. or ?*»• wi.'»!e • ;-.'r *• » r 

th© . .i . r-.er k-.-w ni .. . . , 

e*.-n ke* -r it r- ~-r! : .• 

It** while. I? n.i- }<••• 'i.t • 
pleasure to know Km two ; < .»r- u 
Xiev-r has I’ll.. - ; T! r • \v 1 . I * 

tfpin< r. and • hildr-:: fr*.» • v. r> p .. • < •. 
town drop In to gas w.th in.* . I r © 
Tha. b vvhy. for ir.s:;i:u©. utter >tra*,* 
er to the "Iiortrir.' ..■« ) > Is lnu» re¬ 
cently qave !i.ni .i I-ok of i»».* rrifT. •- , :*i- 
fU«: inscribed to t* • * .• ©rf il ' 

That a why folks :*i mar;. * k. *;. r 
Itcuch with hlr; 

T^e do*;«*>r w is happy on thi.* part:ruler 
4la,. bccaufc© *>t •• »'f tbi* ino? • w I©!;, kn- ^i 
jirusts ir. Washington had com© all th* 
vny up to his drug * tor© to v him a 
*vi«;t. It CilUded him j recall what ! d. 
•criltes .-.a the "Urea! day I ever • ;<* r.r 
Sir mm pot ions o:i that da wire tvo 
<pri©t.:s and an ui;u»rt:il:< * w : mi* 
■xrlnNr. hoi they u'l wen? eff for r «!• •. 

tho o.o* :r>. 

* l like priests -n I u-cJ i Lkrr*. re- 
tfk*Clor ’There r *!of:*V* aN 

X*.ar»y personv *> e ufr.i •' ••( ■ ivn.. 

I w-o-v. hvi !'»n ©*■' 

reason ’ahy I like pr.-str »-* 
bn.se taey work eo i:ar*l wi*. o *t* 
reaily don't have to. Thc^- could nave 


mm 


. i 


mi. 'HKiM umi i ri.ii i i::> i;\ i:s. widicomm. \ s< oki 


r».t- if they wanted t** 
1 food are assured 
lA© I * *■» WIV-S *U C»lll- 

11 but th«*y all work 

• persons. 

-r© «Roomy, some 

lot. t know und©rtak- 

• th© iiilst.ik** **f Put¬ 
in touch with them 
hav- »n-t ©•• • rv f»n** 
I I d«»n*t fed that 

* f undertakers. an«l 

• > among thvxn.” 


jf^VEi: n a vacant lot between .this 
friend’s drug store and the 14 th 
Street «.*r line a little colored boy. 
possibly fie© y©:*rw old. stood, with up¬ 
lifted ©>■©;. addressing a score of crows 
toat soare d above I im 

“Wh it .j«.* s th- blackbird sly t*» de 
ere*’.*.'* ’Ain't a'goin* to rain no moiih!' " 
s.;i*I **v©r and ».v©r an«l over again. 

It * r recorded that a blackbird 
ev* - - , tha! * . a crow, but the col- 

• *r- 1 b y -••. •*.««» *-»»r,vinccd of his au- 

• lioritv. I: rr-p. tition makes .£ thing 
:ru« I n. * sure tho blackbirds were 
queued correctly. 



it’s a hluejay.” 


. 

turned b '.-. .it»* nTt ., .. ... .. j.. t i..it 
tHi in a riearbv v. iIJmw tr**© 

"Little r Mn r* !: •* - hv •’ .n’t yo i 

sing' •'are*I ...it >**,.r fn’eMy : c. It 
nm a sign **f spring." he ;,.iid 

Tli© blu-jay made »:*• response to tli© 
box. but ii- persisted in addressing »I 
Th** Observer thought it his duly to dis¬ 
illusion tin lad. 

"That isn’t a robin; it’s a hluejay.” 
he said 

"Tuln'l r.riifi.r," i| 10 i,.. v rp.-.ilrrt. "1 
*ru*M* I luinv thin -[ir.riK am I -r. . ami 
»r>rliig rmu ih.- robins lain..-. 

t*»** " 

And th.*n b© resumed. “Little robin 
redbreast, ©t.*.’ 

After all. what is the difference if 
om sees si£« iM .,f spring and Joy in a 
blue jay ? It's just .-a well. 


H'iS 4 .”. ©mis a dozen." the corner 
“ grrrery window announced *in 
large chalky letters. 

The motorman of the street car the 
Observer boarded read the sign with 

great interest. 


A French War Story by Maorke Level 




• .-nd h-r 
roiipb* **f 


wbbii ba.l opvl.work «io«»rs. .tad thtf 
motorman sigbed. 

"Wltx ” ’ inquired ih*- i.bs-rv r. 

"Oh, *'Inties© are ih** «>?• Iy pv*»pl© in 
i h© w orld wh«> x*. .*i;'t h«*p X cv.r \vh©n it 
moving.” b** *-xpIa'r-.."l. "Ii this coun¬ 
try ever g. I «'hmalted, as T. K. 

••em.H to think it max. th© motorman 
will die from lo*.- of tiim*" 


•MiOMKR !»i-l»«SE. w ho u *1 to b© a 
plain reporter, but m*w is the 
president «.r something like that of 
.11 Information s-rvi*-©. was laughing 
fit t•» kill vhen tli© «>bs©rv*r nt©t l.im 
’ •;.* ahead ..»»*! spill it.' ti«. Ub.s©rv* r 
pleaded. 

’ \V. il. sir. Hodge said, "I was stand¬ 
ing her©, watching t'apt Le©. the Brit¬ 
ish aviator. Inch no above th© Monii- 
rr.« nt tli©re. ci«. ..II th© tii. Ks in th© 
world. H*’ looped th* loop, did spirals, 
tailing div* s. fluit©rliig leaves and 
everything else that any aviator ever 
tried to do. ! was scared stiff. 
Thought every second that he would 
fall- 

"Two women w©re* standing li^rc 
alongside m©. They *lid not seem to be 


•'•r> l-y Mauri* lerri. 
win, j!,.. .ff.-t inn litilr 
t n iiP'li lit© war bo. Iia.l 
..f |*r« aking tl<*wn 111** "5*1 

r«*r i• r. 1« i.ax’© *ai*l 

Th© l r* urh ..it'.-re- *.f 
< Ilk© ii.*©*© -f 1 **70 INTI.*' 
i^lamfiiK*' r. »*•».’lut «i,at 

I 4,1 a'atakmai.'tit l*y tli© 

ib«* oi8«‘,*r»* •’••.’i***. but 

rm , i« ih .m d~n!i***ruiit©'1 in 
- l4*f»»rr, b*!.| 1 '* iii-nil*- aud 
„f it* |m.|*-rshlp In tl.is 
aribuc ntra.-t wnii «hat 
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r llE turf was **v. rgrown; glass 

hi:«in tiles had fn.*: idled them- 

trees;:the dead I •• about 

heaps an.I the wind s. att**r©d them 
©r ih- fr* ubi©d surfa* th© pond 


’ >!:Ji©.l the Marquis «i*- Lign¬ 
in? drank his c:T©«- "When 
again the fi-.xv«-r !«.-ds and 


great i. impressed, probably thought 
la© wa: just out earning his days 
pay Anybody roulil fall on*- lix* ^'*t 
high enough *.i'i the ground. t’a©v 
thought, apparently. 

"Sudd©nix a few drops of rain fell. 
The women paled. ’Ain't it awful!’ one 
them raid. *t»h. it .s t©rrible!’ the 
other ©Nclalined. 

I b»ok*d up hastily to p-e if I-©«* "as 
falling. II© was not. II© seemed to 
bax* j.erfei-t ©ontrol of his machine. 
1 !ist©n©*l larefullv for an explanation 
-*f th* w**ni©n's meaning. 

"To think of the poor fellow getting 
wet.* one. of them said.” 

* * 

T HE fifth man I met was an income 
tax expert. i 

"If you don't file ; our return by April 
1 you II go lo jail.” he said. 

“Har! har!” the Observer laughed, 
hoarsely, "that’s no story.” 

The boss was wrong 

THE OBSERVER. 


th© lawns of other days -ur rose 
plots and vour yoke-elms'’ This morn¬ 
ing 1 thought I xv.is walking in the 
park of th© Sleeping Beauty " 

"Whiit would you have " answered 
Mine. Flesiis. "one© the outdoor woi u- 
ers are* gone nature reasserts her mas¬ 
ter* 1 hav© nobody any mot© Th© 
farm laborers. th© gnrd©n*-rs. »Ji© 
«’oachm» r, th** <*hriuff© jr :11 -*t 

x’re.nt 1 h ive left only tw«* **1d nurs©s. 
and 1 can't isk th*ua f lako up th- 

spade and th© rake." 

"And that hoy In whom you were* s 
lnler*-sted. y-ur godson, th© i<»n f 
of your farni©rs, who tn th- daytime 
dug the flower beds and in th© ©vei itu:. 
in the stable, studi©*! history and al¬ 
gebra by candlelight? Bad in * H"din 

"Baurln? A fin© boy. intelligent an*I 
industrious. **f *'XC©Ileiit churn*! t. far 
above* the humble position of h*.~ pat¬ 
ents " 

"1 remember your admiration f*>r him 
and that y«*u even went so far as t.* 
bobl liitn up as as; ©.vamp!© t" your 
son." 

"Frankly, will you toll in© if you 
know a b. 'ter example?" 

"<»h' You understan*! my idea* A 
«*©ass»nt is never anything but .» peas¬ 
ant. The jp-'st educated **f th.-m i.a 
« vetything t-» learn from ev©:; lit© n: 
iriv«.b*us of 1JS.” 

"A: :**to« rax!" 

* < v.inmunist 

"\V©1I. m> g.*o*l friends, iliis l-?tl«* 
T.easant has been fighting sit • •• th© be¬ 
ginning **f th.* xxar. and he has .-h'»v. n 
b:s quality at the front as he did .»! 
home." 

"You do not surprise me. one "f my 
coachmen has th© tniliturv medal, an¬ 
other th© t'roix d© Huerre. I an*, th© 
first to applaud when they reward these 
brav© people as they deserve to b© r. - 
warded. But that is a long way from 
inviting them t » my table or talking 
with them on a fooling of equality. I 
:h<*uhl bore them as much a> tli *y 
would bore me. Life with people Itk*- 
ourselves is a matter of ; t thousand 
shade? of thought and feeling, and 
such things are not ‘•elf-taught. T»**t. 
y«u see—tact. Rut that represent* five 
general Ions.” 

"I believe you exaggerate. 1 have 
ixxo letters here* from that boy which 
are perfect. May be you are- aston¬ 
ished that 1 preserve them. But for 
me the smallest message coming from 
those who fight is a precious relic. 
Listen lo them and tell me if you have 
ever read letters more dignified, more 
sober or showing more delicacy of fee-l¬ 
ong." 

The old lady got up. took from a 
drawer two yellowed envelopes and re¬ 
seated herself before the flro. M dm 
Ligneul installed himself in a chair 
facing her and said: 


’ 1 shall be glad to listen.' 

"At th© Front. O* t C 
"Madam© Pardon me. please, for 
not having written you sr»nn©r. It is 
neither laziness nor Ingratitude on my 
part I rdiould nex.-r be able to f*.rg©t 
th© kir.due - which madam© lias alua - 
shown me But t* - fir;’ oays *>f ih© 


shown me But t 
campaign were* tr 
had .i rough t* . t 
any time f*»r any 
und fighting Never 
xv©nt back often *© 
regret the change 1 
than to ask with © 
xx as g©ttiuc along 
empty house and t< 
fulness th© eouns 


ing. My regiment 
A’ • hr.' © had hurdV 
lung but marching 
holes j*. my thoughts 
th© .’bateau, less to 
•om Its tranquil Ilf© 
ncern how madam© 
in th© bm. almost 
recall with thank- 
Is and ©t.c«*urag©- 


h*.r <> i">» mu'h trouble having the 
bous« opened tor tn© On returning t* 
my • oinnwtt.ci | had ih- great Joy to bo 
made a *uhlieutenant." 

“At: ofliect ' An oflb r* Tb© regula¬ 
tions >ai! n >ii. 1 *.-©: Th© commin* 
sioii is a *!i::nit.. tyou understand. » 
dignity) n-il.rivl »© tb© king 1 To 
h. mi offip r that Mgt.ifics not only to 
eoi.-iTpnnd. l *i? ©v.*t» mor*-. ittid .*t<ox© all 
tbir.rs t*> !>© l x ©durution and knowb 
©*!g© «»f th* v. .rid tli© -qual and tho 
-issoi u*t*' of »h highest in the 
land-” 

\s • - xx .m tn Iking » warutvi servant 


• *t have r©- 

u!d ©rtalnly 
;iil mysof to 

f : < *1 to 
?’• ‘ rear and 
: ir onstan©en 
insist, in the 
his accepting 

1 M de Ur¬ 
ic "Hix© m© 

so that I 


ment which she has always lavished 
on me. 

"I ought to toll madame that after 
iho battl* ,.f the Mamie 1 met M 1 - 
I’ornt** de Ohasscrat.g, xxh«* i. a lieuten¬ 
ant "i th© 7 th h:u:>;i"jr- - 

"Yes. rny « oust:; '*h.»: »r;«t:g: * inter¬ 
rupted M d© Lie•;* 

"l!** w«*ub! •!* ;•* * rot have re¬ 

membered n ©. ■ ’ 1 . b ».Id *ertal:i!y 
not have pr«- iuu-.-«! : , i ;iil inj'***if t>* 
l»im. Though v jn.o . ) r. f : . d t•» 
I©t my iip*?i ‘i- t ' 1 ‘ rear •;"! 

I thought th:*; r : ©*-r th* >!r i nstances 
it wa.- tight f* r i » insist, in the 
nan.. < f the marquis, or. h*s accepting 
our aid ’ 

"Good, very good*" i'd M •!•- Lig¬ 
neul. In nr. appr. • "filxe in© 

thn- young man’s ;!•©*-.. > , that I 
may send biin n»•*. r*b " 

"A:, for myself. I have been well. 1 
hi.* bad the g •-! !u*‘k not to be 

xvouiuh-d. and my captnin has r©*-om- 
metide.l me for the military medal. I 
dare not ask madam© t*» send me news 
of herself. But 1 should h© very happy 
to receive su< h news, and 1 pray her 
to accept th© homage of my respect 
and my unalterable devotion 

"BAFBIN. Sergeant.” 

"Isn't that a perfect letter’.'"' 

"It is th© letter of a good servitor, 
respectful, grateful, but of a servitor. 
m»ne the less. Those awkward turns— 
that speaking *»f you in the third per¬ 
son!” 

"Let us go on to th© second, which is 
written in February. I 9 l 6 —-a simple 
note.” 

"Madame: I wan touched at tho 

thought that madam© should have had 
to come to th© hospital to get news of 
me. My wound was less serious than 
they believed it to b© at first. They 
have saved my leg and J have been 
able to resume my place in my regi¬ 
ment. It would have been very agree¬ 
able to pass >ome days of my con¬ 
valescence at the chateau. Rut know¬ 
ing that madame had returned to 
Paris in October T should have feared, 
now that my lather is no more, to put 
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Marquis d© Ligneul. a 

"b*gin to rembl©. M. 
»©•. ry pnl©. and said: 

x.©nJny in th© course 
v tb* firm) Hie com - 
<!• to recover in> body. 

• res* alongside tb- 
©ii. it At flmt I decided 
potr father Then I 
you would know hotter 
• sof•*n th© cruel blow. 
•*r h s fit si sh*** U of 

.*!. tt'at his son <iie«l 

.»•* ». *’ar: vlng M’lth Mm 
i . u.-n. tb© friendship 
. rind the respect of his 
ou kindly, madame, 
LIE IT BAT BIN." 

: <!«• Ligneul wept for a 


M. ! M.«- -ii - d** !.lcn« ul wept for a 

Jong Mtr hi© head in bis hands, with¬ 
out utter ng i word Then he hit his 
lip .. . • rt: ight*'-* d himaelf up. and. with 
his hand stretched toward tho letter 
which the old lady still held between 
her Angers, he murmured: 

“G!xe tr© that gentleman’s address— 
that I may write t** him." 


Tobacco Queues. 

,«m» HHY are running short of tobacco 
^ acres* th» water now." said MaJ. 
Grayson Murray, the Red Cross com¬ 
missioner for Kurope. in an address. 

“Before every tobacconist’* you see a 
tobacco queue twenty or thirty yards 
long—a patient, smiling queue of men. 
women and boys. 

•These queues prove that, our Bolo- 
ists notwithstanding, this war la not 
likely lo end in a draw." 












